SOME LETTERS OF
are bad.   My heart is a good heart, and wears Kentish russet —
W. V. M.
To Mary L. Mason
i WILLOW ST. BOSTON, Jan. 27, 1902. MY DEAR MRS. MASON:
Your word of praise for the poor text-book was most cheering; I shall hope and trust, after this, that it is n't as bad as it seems to me. It lies on my spirit like Incubus.
. . . Your feminine mathematics juggled you out of about fifteen hundred words on your last count. Thank God that you are dealing with a just man, and forswear addition: it is a vain thing for safety.
Always yours,
W. V. M.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
MACKINAC ISLAND, MICH.
Oct. 22, 1903. DEAR DAN:
Rumor vaguely reports you as domiciled at the Benedick, and my hopes that you are so are too strong to allow me to doubt. I have spent the
144 poets had. By all the Muses, we shall have an American drama yet, and it will date from Marlowe: a Play.
